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THE  WANDERER, 

.Vo.  99. 


**  Throujfh  the  forests  have  I  gone, 

•*  And  an  Athenian  found  1  none  1” 

Shakespeare  with  equal  justice  j 
might  have  made  the  same  charac¬ 
ter  say  or  sing, 

“  Through  the  cities  have  1  gone, 

**  And  an  Athenian  found  1  none  !** 

So  dilhcult  is  it  to  find  in  the  city  or  , 
the  forest,  a  well*bred  man,  a  man 
of  morals  and  manners,  a  polite  ! 
scholar,  an  accomplished  gentle¬ 
man. 

The  classic  reader  will  never  stop 
to  inquire,  what  an  Athenian  means, 
and  to  every  other  the  Wanderer 
has  already  given  sufficient  explana¬ 
tion.  I 

The  refined  observer  of  men  and 
earnest  searcher  after  the  character 
d.:scrihcd,  returns  disgusted  from 
I  the  pursuit  in  a  variety  of  circles 
[  and  through  an  extensive  diversity 
I  of  occasions.  An  Athenian  finds 

•  he  none.”  He  meets  no  man,  that 
\  for  any  refinement  of  manners  or 
I  peculiar  amenity  of  deportment 
\  might  not  have  been  born  and  bred 

I  in  the  wilds  of  Sparta  or  among  the 
bogs  of  Boeotia* 

VOL  11.  P  P 


It  has  been  quaintly  said  and  with 
more  of  truth  than  poetry, 

“  Good  breeding  is  the  blossom  of  good 


It  is  not  enough  for  a  man  to  dress 
in  ton,  to  bow,  and  pay  compli¬ 
ments  ;  to  be  well-bred  requires 
higher  attainments.  It  requires  a 
refined  sense  of  propriety,  ..  deli«:a- 
cy  of  principle,  and  a  nicety  of  feel¬ 
ing.  Has  Lorenzo  currency  as  a 
gentleman  from  the  taste  of  his 
dress  ?  The  base  coin  is  rubbed  in¬ 
to  the  likeness  of  the  genuine,  by 
the  joint  labours  of  the  tailor,  the 
barber,  and  the  shoe-boy. 

When  Demosthenes  heard  Philip 
commended  for  elociuence,  beauty, 
and  ability  toimbilie  liquor  ;  “  The 
first”  said  he,  “  is  the  property  of  a 
sophist,  the  second  of  a  woman,  and 
the  third  of  a  sjionge  ;  hut  neither 
can  do  honour  to  a  king.”  So  the 
ornaments  of  a  man’s  person  may 
be  commendations  of  his  tailor,  his 
barber,  or  his  servant,  but  are  no* 
honour  to  the  man  himself.  Flir- 
TiLLA  should  not  deceive  herself. 
It  is  not  Lorenzo  alone  that  pleases 
her.  The  hirelings  to  whom  he  is 
in  debt  for  his  dress  should  be  intro¬ 
duced  to  the  fair  for  a  share  in  her 
smiles.  But  Flirtilla  is  joined- 
to  Lorenzo  ;  let  them  alone. 

Those  however,  of  either  sex, 
whose  gfood  opinion  is  fame,  con-- 
duct  differently.  Widi  them,  if  a 
I  person  have  not  good  sense,  vain  is 
I  the  dra\>ery  of  good  breeding.  It 
I  serves  but  to  excite  attention,  when 
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iUtention  becomes  contempt.  This  advocate^  apprehend  had  firttgresscd 
man  in  plain  dress  might  pass  un-  from  America, or  detect  and  expose 
exposed,  because  unnoticed  ;  but  from  his  mentioning  a  mad-maii,  as 
his  fashionable  habilimcntS)  like  the  a  man  imfiroi^ed*  by  the  devil. 


plumes  of  the  peacock,  excite  ex¬ 
pectation  and  the  ear  is  deceived  by 
the  promise  of  the  eye.  Loren¬ 
zo’s  hair,  is,  if  you  please,  a  la 
Grecque  ;  but  his  head  is  no  jittic 
story.  The  fop  would  have  effron- 
try  enough  at  Athens  to  make  him- 
9tlf  at  home ;  but  “  I  know  you 
not”  would  be  the  repulse  of  the 
Athenian,  and  Lorenzo  wotdd  soon 
find  himself  in  a  strange  land. 

iNIany,  who  read  this  paper,  (if 
many  do  read  it,)  will  perhaps  smile 
at  th.is  sketch  of  a  character,  as 
thinking  it  touches  not  themselves, 
wlm  are  in  truth  the  Aery  subjects 
of  its  exclusive  application.  Who 
among  our  proud  pretenders  to  good 
breeding  are  much  better  than  fops  ? 
Look  at  your  statesmen  1  Let  a  cor¬ 
rect  elocutor  of  the  English  lan¬ 
guage  be  in  their  company,  and, 
wiiAt  fmm  provincialisms  in  phra¬ 
seology  and  peculiarities  of  pmnun- 
liaiion,  he  would  imagine  they  had 
abjured  all  allegiance  to  “  the  king’s 
hinglish^*  and  were  still  in  rebellion 
against  the  standard  of  speech. — 
Learners  of  a  language  not  vernacu¬ 
lar  could  scarcely  be  less  regular  in 
pronunciation.  “  An  Athenian  finds 
he  none  none,  that,  for  purity  and 
roiTcctneas  of  elocution,  can  give 
the  Attic  dialect  of  the  English 
tongue.  Shame  on  the  literature* 
of  our  national  character,  that  the 
modes  of  pronunciation  in  each 
state  vre  so  difterent,  and  the  locali¬ 
ties  of  diction  so  various,  that  scarce¬ 
ly  a  seiiolar  or  statesman  of  the  Un¬ 
ion  could  cross  the  atlantic,  who  an 
apple- woman  of  London  would  not 
ffzieiis  was  a  native  of  New-Englaiid, 
or  have  a  -  mighty  idea  without  a 
of  donbl  cc.me  from  Virginia, 
orj  else,  fioin  ,  ids  liability  to  be 
kn^iiry  in  details  of  points  he  would 


Another  difficulty  with  our  lite¬ 
rary  men  is  that  when  they  meet 
mixed  company  they  too  often  talk 
upon  topicks  merely  scientific,  and 
that  interest  exclusively  themselves. 
Their  conversation  may  be  (ireek 
to  the  rest  of  the  company,  but  it  is 
!  not  the  Greek  of  Athens.  It  is 
incompatible  with  the  polished  re¬ 
finement  that  characterised  Attic 
manners,  andls  at  war  with  the  rules 
of  even  modern  good  breeding. 

The  Wanderer  is  constrained  to 
acknowledge,  in  all  his  rambles, 
“  An  Athenian  finds  be  none.”  In 
our  caj)iial  towns  the  character  of 
the  citizens  is  extremely  degraded; 
T’hey  have  the  effeminacy  of  the 
‘  Atheidans  without  their  refinement, 
the  wealth  without  their  muniii- 
cence,  the  luxury  without  their  love 
of  letters,  the  ignorance  in  tl;e  sci¬ 
ence  of  war  without  their  improve¬ 
ment  in  the  arts  of  peace. 


•  For  the  Finer  aid, 

MEMORANDA  DUAMATICA, 

The  performance  of  Macbeth  cn 
Wednesday  evening,  had  excited 
but  little  expectation,  if  we  may  he 
allowed  to  judge  from  the  thin  ap- 
])earan('e  of  the  house.  We  deem 
this  an  extremely  fortunate  ocriir- 
rcnce,  both  for  the  managers  and 
the  public.  Since  the  pel  formers 
had  an  op^xirt unity  to  clisajT|xtint 
only  a  small  part  of  those  w!u»,  if 
anticipation  had  been  on  tip-ioe, 
wmiild  have  w  itnessed  the  represen¬ 
tation.  The  supernumeraries  of 
this  evening,  exposed  either  the  pe¬ 
culiar  taste.  or:Selfisn  generosity  of 

^  Iti  some  slates  tliej  use  improve 
for  possets. 
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tlie  conductors  of  the  stage.  Such 
an  assemblage  of  incgngruous  and 
grotesque  appearances  !  Here  a  lit¬ 
tle  fellow,  with  arms  and  legs  and 
head  continually  vibrating  like  pen- 
(luliiins  ;  there  a  tall  fellow.,  with 
arms  akimbo,  or  else  “  immeanura- 
bly  Hfircad^  RfertCd  lengthening*'  as  he 
spike.  One  “  lillydiver'd  lorm" 
showed  his  ‘‘  baby-face”  and  disap¬ 
peared  ;  another  and  another  then 
succeeds,”  and  the  line  for  ought 
we  can  tell,  “  vjill  ntretch  out  to  the 
track  of  doom."  In  short,  except¬ 
ing  a  few  perf>rmers  of**  nobU  fire- 
tence  and  of  high  bred  hope"  a  re¬ 
view  of  the  Boston  company,  as  it 
appears  on  the  stage  at  tlie  present 
time,  would  offer  to  the  gaze  of  the 
observing,  such  a  groiipe  of  laugh¬ 
able  taterdemalians,  that  the  Homan 
people  under  tim  dominion  of  tlie 
Tribunes,  could  scarcely  match  it. 

But  haNing  njentioned  the  lower 
grades  of  tlieatrical  economy,  we 
will  ascend  a  step  to  come  to  the 
Duncan  of  the  evening.  This  p.u’i 
Was  hit  od  to  perfection,  where  the 
managers  got  him  we  know  not  ; 
I  wera'U  'r  saiv  him  before*  I'he  jewel 
is  found  on  a  duiighill,  let  u:s  not 
therefore  despise  it.  Sucli  ges¬ 
tures!  such  giace  !  such  afieciing 
bursts  of  sentiment  !  But  we  for¬ 
bear.  Bo.sterity  would  not  believe, 
if  we  recorded  it,  tljat  f<nth  a  king 
of  Scotland,  “  this  Duncan”  who 
‘‘  had  been  so  clear  in  Ids  great 
oP/mjc,”  sl»oiild  sufier  tl.e  want  of  a 
recorder  ••  irumpel-tongued”  to  tell 
^  the  deep-damnation  of  ids  taking- 
off."  Let  xis  have  the  felicity  to 
bring  tliis  flower  “  bluahing  uriHcen" 
into  the  rays  of  public  sunshine. — 
Do  not  bedeve  it  therefore,  when 
you  liear  him  censured  by  every 
body :  “  envy  will  merit  as  its  shade 
pursue.”  “  Some  years  ago,  how 
many  I  don’t  say,”  when  a  Malcolm 
Was  lamenting  the  murder  of  hh 
father y  a  most  unworthy  Duncan,  a 


gentleman  cried  out  from  the  laoxes 
“  well  you  young  dog,  and  your  father 
has  murdered  the  flay,  and  so  the 
odds  are  even.”  We  don’t  believe 
a  word  of  it,  us  applied  to  ibis  gen¬ 
tleman,  Mr. - ,  “  hauld,  I  r:iU 

not  tell  his  neame;"  farther  excellence 
will  authoiize  exposure. 

Malcolm  by  Mr.  Poe,  “  would 
roar  you  like  any  sucking  dove,  he 
would  roar  you  like  a  nightingale.** 

But,  what  shall  be  said  of  the 
person atioYi  of  Macduff,  the  patriot¬ 
ic,  the  brave  and  loyal  ? 

“  With  legJ  artd  Kims  and  fists  this 
man  to  stout 

So  well  his  evolutions  did  perform  ! 

Mis  groans  those  Thespian  small  shot 
flew  a^xmt,  [storm.” 

It  seem'd  as  if  he  took  Macbeth  by 

A  description  of  his  manner  of  rc- 
ceiviug  the  account  of  the  slaughter 
of  his  wife  and  children,  as  it  will 
evince  a  fair  ex.unple  of  his  per¬ 
formance,  will  be  belter  than  any 
thing  “  criticism  could  say  in  a 
thousand  words.” 

When  Rof.se  tells  him  this  dis¬ 
tressing  fact,  Mr.  Caulfield,  (we  beg 
his  pardon  for  naming  him  at  all, 
but  we  could  not  get  on  withciit  it) 
gave  a  great  strut  across  the  stage, 
his  face  covered  with  his  cloak  ;  ti.is 
w’as  followed  by  a  groan,  wl.ich  gave 
some  ho])es  that  the  words  of  tiie 
autiior  would  soon  follow .  No  such 
thing  !  for  utterly  distaining  to  be 
irammeiicd  ]>y  any  rules  of  diciicn, 
or  eflerts  of  iccollection,  Mr.  C. 
without  saying  a  word  more  than 
“  hell-kite,”  and  give  me,  oh  hearc- 
rn,  to  meet  this  fdid  of  Scotland,” 
‘‘  heavens,  oh  !  oh  !”  made  l.is 
exit  in  great  luitV,  not  sjp  mucli  as 
deigning  to  lister,  to  his  leigesovt- 
reign,  who  had  l)egau  to  speak,  and 
w  ithout  considering  at  all  how  great 
a  breach  of  politeness  it  was,  espt  - 
cially,  when  it  is  remembt  red  iliut 
though  Mr.  C.  could  get  oif  witli- 
out  a  hiss,  that  poor  IVIr.  Poe  is  not 
so  conversant  w  ilh  vamfing^  not  so 
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able  to  mjike  up  in  temerity,  what 
he  wants  in  merit* 

Mr.  Usher  has  the  merit  of  im¬ 
proving  the  expression  of  his  part ; 
though  it  wanted  force.  To  see 
him  and  Fennel  together  reminded 
us  of  the  fable,  where  the  ox  and 
the  frog  !  But  comparisons  are  odi¬ 
ous.  Mr.  Usher’s  puny  dimen- 
.sion,  however,  unBts  him  for  such 
a  character  as  Banquo,  for  though 
he  may  swell  and  swell  and  swell,  yet 
the  edge  of  Fenners  shoulder,  is  the 
‘Vne  /4«  ulcray*  of  his  attainment. 

Mr.  Fennel,  though  last  not  least, 
performed  Macbeth  badly  in  the 
first  and  last ;  tolerably  in  the  sec- 
.ond,  and  well  in  the  third  and 
fourth  acts.  Since  last  year  he 
has  altered  in  this  representation 
much  for  the  worse ;  “  it  com¬ 
municated  no  vibration  to  the 
heart”  The  soliloquy  about  Ban- 
quo,  was  well  delivered,  and  his 
management  of  the  banquet  scene 
deserves  credit.  W e  have  no  room 
for  minuteness  of  remark,  else  we 
presume  we  could  point  out  some 
obvious  alterations,  which  on  being 
suggested  would  undoubtedly  be  I 
adopted. 

The  general  fault  of  Mrs.  Pow- 
ell’s  personation  of  Lady  Macbetit, 
was  a  want  of  apprehension  of  the 
sense  of  her  author.  This  though 
her  very  common,  is  we  fear  an 
irremediable  fault.  An  ability  to 
walk,  the  stage  with  confidence  and 
to  utter  “  words,  words,  words^'  in 
no  harsh  or  grating  tone,  will  un¬ 
doubtedly  assist  any  actress  ;  but 
we  see  no  reason  why  these  (piali- 
ties  should  suiifiort  her.  Hear  how 
Airs.  Powell  uttered  this  line  and 
gained  applause.  After  besmear¬ 
ing  the  feces  of  the  grooms  with 
blood,  she  returns  and  remarks : 

“  My  hands  are  of  your  colour,  but  1 
shame 

To  wear  a  heart  so  white.” 


Need  it  be  observed  that  this  man* 
ner  of  emphasis  would  lead  to  the 
conclusion,  that  both  hands  and 
heart  were  white.  But  if  the  stress 
l)e  laid  upon  white,  the  sense  alters 
into  propriety.  This  instance  is 
produced  to  show  that,  error  under 
the  appearance  of  sweetness  and 
modesty,  and  disguised  by  a  syren’s 
voice,  may  produce  a  factitious  rep¬ 
utation  ;  but  that  such  reputation 
must  sink,  when  the  town  grows 
fastidious. 

The  manner  in  which  the  scene 
is  now  conducted,  a  rigid  observer 
would  censure  as  devoid  of  natural 
representation  and  defective  in  dis¬ 
patch  ;  but  we  are  willing  to  allow 
that  this  circumstance  is  quite  cor¬ 
respondent  to  the  rest  of  the  repre¬ 
sentation  ;  it  is  very  much  of  a 
piece ;  and  though  it  may  be  des¬ 
titute  of  true  merit,  it  has  the  met  it 
of  congruity. 

^id  deceat  quid  non. 


For  the  Emerald. 


DESULTORY  SELECTIONS^ 

AND  ORIGINAL  RtMARIU- 


I  DO  not  know  a  more  elorjuent 
passage  in  all  Burke  than  the  fol¬ 
lowing  from  his  letters  on  a  regi¬ 
cide  peace. 

“  'I'o  those  who  do  not  love  to 
contemplate  the  fell  of  human  great¬ 
ness,  I  do  not  know  a  more  morti¬ 
fying  spectacle,  than  to  see  the  as^ 
semblcd  majesty  of  the  crowned  heads 
of  Euro/ie  waiting  as  patient  suitors 
in  the  antichamber  of  regicide.  They 
wait,  it  seems,  until  the  sanguinary 
tyrant  Carnot  shall  have  snorted 
away  the  fumes  of  the  indigested 
blood  of  his  sovereign.  Then,  when 
snnk  on  the  down  of  usurped  pomp, 
he  shall  have  sufficiently  indulged 
his  meditations  with  what  monarch 
he  shall  next  glut  his  ravening  maw, 


he 

it  is  h 

that  h 

propo 

client! 

he  ma 

sentei 

At  th( 

a  sig 

plenifi 

in  th 

intrig 

grant 

nhril 

ing  i 

with 

they 

of  tt 

theii 

ed  r 

to  IT 

doni 

whil 

is  r 

and 

his 

the 

the 

oft 

the 

aU( 

lies 

anc 

set' 

ho 

brf 

ut 

nu 

al 

an 

Ct( 
“  j 

in 

bi 

111 

O! 

St 

ll 
tl 
w 
u 


V 


THE  EMERALD.  473 

he  may  condescend,  to  signify  tliat  Cawthome  has  certainlymot  fame 
it  is  his  pleasure  to  be  awake  ;  and'  in  proportion  to  his  poetic  merits.^ 
that  he  is  at  leisure  to  receive  the  In  this  country  he  meets  little  no- 
proposals  of  his  high  and  mighty  tice  and  is  scarcely  known.  To 
clients  for  the  terms  on  which  talk  humbly  and  in  plain  prose,  he 
he  may  respite  the  execuiion  of  the  does  not  receive  the  meed  of  fame, 
sentence  he  has  passed  upon  them,  which  is  the  fair  hire  of  his  suc- 
At  the  openmg  of  those  doors,  what  cessful  labours.  The  subsequent 
a  sight  it  must  be  to  behold  the  lines  are  from  his  “  Life  unhappy, 
plenifiotentidries  of  royal  imfiotence  because  we  use  it  improperlv.” 

in  the  firecedency  which  they  wdll  L  coxcomb  once  in  Handel’s  parlour 
intrigue  to  obtain,  and  which  will  be  found 

granted  to  them  according  to  the  A  Grecian  lyre,  and  tried  to  make  it 
nhrity  of  their  degradation,  sneak- 1  sound ; 

ing  into  the  regicide  presence  and  stops  his  awkward  fist  he 

with  tlie  relics  of  the  smile  which  .  ,  ,  .  .  . 

they  had  dressed  up  for  the  levee  strings : 

of  their  masters,  still  flickering  on  Awaken’d  discord  shrieks,  and  scolds 

their  curled  lips,  presenting  the  fad^  and  raves, 

ti  remains  of  their  courtly  graces,  ^Vdd  as  the  dissonance  of  w’lnds  and 

to  meet  the  scornful,  ferocious,  sar-  .  ,  ^  .  •  i  •  u, 

,  .  .  r  1 1  •  re  ,  '  Loiid  as  a  Wapping  mob  at  midnight 

dome  grin  ot  a  bloody  ruffian,  who  bawls  • 

w  hilst  he  is  receiving  their  homage.  Harsh  as  ten  chariots  rolling  round  St. 

is  measuring  them  with  his  eye,  Paul’s, 

and  fitting  to  their  size  the  slider  of  And  hoarser  far  thanall  th’ecstatic  race 
Ills  guillotine  !”  In  the  first  period  . 

the  gradual  swell  into  grandetir  of  |  prie^a,  n,',”rthe  ssge.  that  fine  ma. 
the  pnrase,  “  the  aHsembled  niajenty  \  chine  contains 

of  the  crowned  heads  of  Kurofic**  and  I  Exacter  numbers,  and  diviner  strains, 
their  deep  humiliation,  waiting  as  !  Strains  sucli  as  once  couUl  build  the 
attendants  upon  the  slayer  of  those  ^  *  htban  wall 

heads,  IS  most  solemnly  imprtssive  Utem.rouse  them, and 

and  admirably  bold.  As  to  the  last  inspire, 

sentence,  it  is  dilficult  to  conceive  Asks  a  fine  finger,  and  a  touch  of  fire, 
how  so  many  circumstiinces  can  be  A  feeling  sovd  whose  Kll-exprcsslve 
brought  together  in  anv  one  period  pow’rs 

ii>  language  «ilh  hr.ppit  r  arrange-  Can  cepy  nature  as  she  sink,  or  soars  ; 

®  ,,,,  .  ,  And,  lusl  alike  to  passion,  time,  and-, 

melit.  1  he  /lUnipiottniwnes  of  roy-  place, 

al  imfiotence^  a  happy  and  sti  iking  i  Refine  correctness  into  case  and  grace, 
antithesis,  to  oA/aiw  fz  fire-  He  s.iid— and,  lying  o’er  each  quiv’r- 


cedencu’t  w  hich  depends  in  truth  on  1  ,  ,  , 

<^,,niorily  of  df^radalhn,  .maUng  ‘  “  o'* 

into  the  regicide  presence,  ami  ■  to  his  touch  the  lyre  began  to 


but  to  |)oint  out  all  the  beauties  of 


glow. 


this  inimitable  passage  would  be  The  sound  to  kindle,  and  the  air  to  flow, 
only  to  repeat  woixl  for  word  of  the  the  murmurs  of  the  tailing 

sentence.  It  closes,  however,  in  all  „  ^  floods, 

c  X  r  .  .  •  1  1  •  Sweet  as  the  warWcofthe  vocal  woods: 

the  fulness  of  rhetoiical  gloi),  m  list’nfhg  passions  hear,  and  sink 
the  '»avagencss  of  the  wretch,  who,  jind  nse, 

while  receiving  homage,  can  mcas-  As  the  rich  harmony  or  swells  or  dies,;, 
ure  for  murder.  The  pulse  of  avarice  forgets  to  iCeycr- 
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A  purer  rapture  fills  the  breast  of  love  ;  I 

Devotion  lifts  to  heav’n  an  holier  eye,  ' 

And  bleeding  pity  heaves  a  softer  sigh.  | 

Life  has  its  ease,  amusement,  joy, 
and  fire. 

Hid  in  itself,  as  music  in  the  l\Te  ; 

And  like  the  lyre  will  all  its  pow’rs 
impart. 

When  touch’d  and  manag’dliy  the  hand 
of  art ; 

But  half  mankind,  like  Handel’s  fool, 
destroy. 

Through  rage  and  ignorance,  the  strain 

of joy* 

Irregularly  will  their  passions  roll  1 

Through  nature’s  finest  instrument,  the 
soul : 

While  men  of  sense,  with  Handel’s  hap¬ 
pier  skill, 

Correct  the  taste,  and  harmonize  the 
will. 

Teach  their  affections  like  his  notes  to 
flow. 

Not  rais’d  too  high,  nor  ever  sunk  too 
low  ; 

Till  e^•e^y  virtue,  measur’d  .and  refin’d. 

As  fits  the  concert  of  the  master-mind. 

Melts  in  its  kindrud  sounds,  and  pours 
along 

Th’  according  music  oftlie  moral  song. 


The  subsequent  sketch  of  the  elo" 
quence  of  Chatham,  is  from  the  Char¬ 
acter  of  Edmund  Burke,  and  is  there 
introduced  as  an  illustrative  digression, 
by  that  veteran  scholar  Dr.  Parr.  His 
as  perfect  a  portrait  of  the  Orator,  as 
has  ever  been  given.  We  see  him  move 
and  hear  him  speak.  Wc  behold  his 
eye  flash,  and  all  his  visage  v:arm. 

Many  men  of  more  talent  that) 
erudition  have  fancied  that  they 
could  speak  better  than  they  can 
write  ;  and  flattered  themselves 
with  a  reputation  for  elocpience 
which  never  stood  the  test  of  severe 
and  critical  examination.  Many  a 
speech  has  been  received  with  in¬ 
finite  applause  in  the  delivery^ 
which,  when  handed  about  in  tlie 
ju  ints,  has  appeared  poor,  languid, 
and  lifeless.  Lord  Chit)\am  was  a 
great*  maiv,  a  most  animated  and 
terniic  orator,  and  eminently  en¬ 
dued  with  the  first  qualilications  of 
a  great  statesman  ;  yet  its  a 
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speaker,  his  fame  doubtless  front 
the  witchery  of  his  manner,  was 
greater  than  his  pow'cr.  Like. 
Cromwell,  he  had  that  perspicuity 
of  eye,  which  pried  into  the  inmost 
recesses  of  the  soul,  and  detected 
all  the  thoughts  and  impressions, 
and  hopes  and  fears,  of  his  auditors. 

He  had  that,  loo,  which  Cromwell 
had  not  ;  for  Cromwell  we  are  told- 
was  slow'  in  the  conception  of  his 
ideas  while  he  spoke,  and  diffuse 
and  perplexed  in  the  delivery’.  But 
in  Chatham,  when  he  rose  to  speak, 
there  was  a  fervor  and  vehemence 
of  imagination,  a  headlong  torrent 
of  words,  and  a  pow’er  of  sound, 
which  deafened  and  stunned,  and 
confounded  his  opponents.  In  the 
man  himself,  1  well  remember, 
there  was  a  native  dignity  of  form, 
which  commanded  reverence  andfr 
faith  ;  and,  by  filling  his  hearers 
with  u  holy  awe,  predisposed  them 
to  his  purpose.  With  ])ow’ers  little 
calculated  to  instinct  or  delight, 
there  w’as  a  vehemence  of  conten¬ 
tion,  an  awakening  energy  of  man 
ner,  an  impassioned  ardour,  a  con¬ 
fident  and  boastful  exultation,  wldch|,J 
victory  only  rendered  more  fero-^ 
ciou-s  and 'ingovcrnable.  lie  often"’  “ 
rose  to  dignity  in  the  donation  o 
invective,  still  ofiei.er  blazed  t 
fierceness  in  tlie  fulmination  of  in-,^ 
vectlves,  and  sonieliiiies,  in  the  \io 
lence  of  altercation,  stung  with  a^Env 
poignancy  of  w  it  peculiarly  hisown.Som 
But  take  away  these  showing 
pendages  of  eloquence,  w'liich  are" 
included  almost  in  tlie  very  namelWy 
ol  Chatham  ;  lake  away  that,  whicld  ^ 
in  the  jmlgnient  of  Uemostlienc^j  ' 
was  the  fii si,  the  second,  the  tldixP  ’ 
qualification  of  an  orator  ;  am 
which,  in  Chatham 
as  they  prevailed  in  so 
measure,  and  with  such  teliciiy 
success  ;  take  away  the  imposin.i: 
dignity  of  his  presence,  the  slrengtll 
and  gi’andcur  of  his  voice,  the  dab-l^ 
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I  i  orate  vehemence  of  his  gesticula-  **  Si  je  n*  ay  pas  line  couronne 
i  p  tion»  worked  up,  often  to  extrava-  C’cst  la  Fortune  qtii  la  donne  ; 

».  loanee,  and  belter  adapted  to  the  suffit  de  la  meriter.  • 

\f  Drama  than  the  Senate  ;  take  these  Knglish  If  I  do  not  possess- 
,t  iaway»-and  in  those  very  speeches  |  ^  cj’own,  it  is  the  fault  of  ibrtune. 
(I  iwiiich  were  extolled  by  his  auditors  >  enough  for  me  that  I  have  de-- 
s,  las  transcending  far  all  praise,  you  served  it.” 

s.  lAvill  find  nothing,  scarcely,  which  so  i  “  Querc,  Whether  Domitian, 

II  |forcibly  strikes,  or  sweetly  soothes  the  emperor,  amused  himself  in 

1(1*  L. 1C  ear;  nothing  which  by  its  .  killing  orgeat Suetonius,  it 
is  I'lrcngtli  or  clearness  captivates  the  .  is  true,  says  ‘‘  Jiic&  :  but 

se  1 11  Igmcnt ;  nothing  which  the  in-  Watts,  in  his  fifin  edition  of  Phi- 
ut  ffielilgcnt  reader  in  a  cool  and  de-  losophical  Kssays  on  various  sub- 
ik,  Si iicrate  hour  will  approve  ;  or  hav-  jects,  tells  us,  at  p.  306,  they  were 
ce  Si.g  once  read,  will  eagerly  demand  Jieas.  I  hopp,  for  the  emperor’s 
;nt  |-gain.  sake,  they  were  so.” 

I  ““  “  Wit  makes  the  man  ; 

ndi  Cumberland  in  his  Calvary”  ,  The  rest  is  nought  but  leather  and  pni- 
:he  fc  as  a  bold  figure  in  his  apostrophe*  nclla.”  Pope. 

er,  lothe  infidel,  which  he  weakens  by  Corculum  cst  quod  homines  facit,  c*- 
*m,  Ixttnding.  Had  it  closed  where  tera  qui«quiiia  omnia. 

>nd|e  close  the  selection,  it  would  have  Petko.vics,  p.  39X 

ers til  improved.  The  curious  read-  i  ins  cannot  be  tianslated  better 
emir  is  referred  to  the  book  to  judge  than  b>  Pope  s  ^ords. 

Ulclur  correctness.  .  errand-lx^y  is  ahvr.ys  blun- 

ylit.f  **  In  the  ear  dering.  I  suppose  be  is  called  er- 


Of  Death  nhiiiper  thy  doubts,  and  •  rand  from  errare,  IQ  err,'* 


mn  t 


•ri  •  1,1  On  La  Pucelle  de  M.  Chapelain 

Thy  folly  s  confo^on  .nd  thy  doom!”  ; 

.  ‘‘ Qjiac  dempsere  tibi  somnum  vigila'.a 

1  he  subsequent  examples  occur  ^ot  annos 

“Old  Nick,”  and  as  the  devil  “  Carmina,  nunc  nobis  luinc,  Capelanc, 


oul:I  liave  it,  may  fairly  be  consid- 
iit  l  instances  of  ])lagiatism. 


“  Pope  liad  these  two  lines  in  bis 


f  in-E  “  I^ope  probably  borrowed  this  '  mind  when  he  wrote. 


“  1  seldom  bear,”  says  Cumber¬ 
land,  in  Ids  supplement  to  his  me¬ 
moirs,  wl.ich  form  the  first  English 


“  Sleepless  thcmselvrs,  to  make  their 
th  asEnvy  will  merit  as  its  shade  pursue.*’  readers  sleep.’* 

own.!  m  Cicero’s  - 

"P^j  Irtiitcm  J^anquam  umCi^quiUir.  a  ]  stldom  hear.”  says  Cumber- 

lame  i  ry  will  virtue  as  Us  shade  pursue.”  j  I*'  supplement  to  liis  me*- 

•  .  I  moirs,  which  torm  the  iirst  English 

[icnc  i  ‘  spectator  praise's  ,  ifiogr;q)hy  exunt,  “  the  present  a:ra 

tliird  Boubours  ;  therefore  hating  spoken  of  as  1  think  it  ouglit  to  be, 
anvil  hinh  il  is  probable  he  bori*ow-  fQj.  gm-j.  j  it  has  been  biil- 

il'ive  If'  iiantly  distinguisbed  for  a  vuiiety  of 

liintr  mortals  to  command  success:  J  cluuv.clers  great  in  science,  arts  end 

iiv  oj^^  wc’ll  do  more,  Semprouius,  wc’ll  |  amns.  Should  I  venture  to  pro¬ 
posin'  I  j  nounce  upon  it  as  the  most  lumin- 

l  I  from  a  French  poet  quoted  oiis  in  the  annuls  of  our  coxiniry,  I 
flab  I  Either ;  I  lun  not  sure  that  any  man  would 
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be  able  to  confute  the  assertion,  but  I  j  afraid  to  venture  an  opinion  as  to 
■will  throw  down  no  such  guanllet  to  ( what  I  take  that  ruling  passion  to 
the  champions  of  past  times  ;  yet  have  been  ;  but  under  correction  of 
although  instances  may  not  occur  those,  who  from  their  knowledge  of 
of  individual  pre-eminence  so  strik-  Mr  Pitt  are  better  able  to  judge  of 
ing  as  some,  which  record  could  his  motives  and  impressions,  I  con- 
supply,  still  the  general  diffusion  of  ceive  that  a  true  and  zealous  love 
talents  is  so  very  much  increased,  for  his  country  accompanied  him 
that  it  operates  as  a  leveller,  which  through  life  to  death,  and  was  pai  a 
nothing  less  than  first-rate  genius  mount  to  every  otlier  object  in  liii 
can  surmount.  thoughts. 

I  have  lived  to  see  Pitt,  Nelson  I  am  giving  my  conception  of  hi. 
and  Cornwallis  struck  out  of  the  feelings  as  a  man  ;  of  his  character 
number  of  the  living,  yet  neither  as  a  statesman,  I  do  not  presume  to 
eloquence,  valour  or  integrity  are  speak.  Those  respectable  pei- 
buried  in  their  ashes.  *  sons,  who  regularly  opposed  lii. 

Cicero  published  studied  ora-  public  measures  as  Minister,  coul 
lions ;  Pitt-  uttered  unpremeditated  1  not  well  give  countenance  to  th^ 
speeches  ;  yet  who  is  prepared  to  honour’s,  that  were  decreed  to  him 
say  that  the  eloquence  of  the  En-  at  his  public  funeral  ;  but  when 
glish  Senator  was  inferior  to  the  some,  who  had  efficiently  coinci  icL 
eloquence  of  the  Roman  pleader  ?  with  them  in  the  iK)licy  of  thos; 


with  them  in  the  iK)licy  of  thos: 


Cicero  wrote  innumerable  epistles,  measures,  coincided  also  in  the  ccrXigj 


crammed  with  praises  of  himself ;  |  demnalion  of  them,  it  must  ha\: 
I  believe  there  is  no  Atticus  in  ex-  been  a  strong  case  either  of  cor 
ktence,  who  can  produce  such  spe-  science,  or  of  party  spirit,  whic 
mens  of  the  vanity  of  the  modern,  compelled  them,  by  arraigning  hir, 

tr,  T  1  P.rilllinutf-  t  iRpI V’PR.  T  hlK  1 


Cicero  humbled  himself  to  Lucce-  i  to  criminate  themselves.  This 


ii;s,  and  made  abject  suit  even  to  rather  an  awkward  alternative  | 

his  partiality,  imploring  him  to  them,  as  I  am  afraid  the  world 

write  a  panegyric  on  his  consulship;  not  always  disposed  to  put  the 
Pitt  has  never  l)een  accused  of  pay-  interpretation  on  a  doubtful  case, 

ing  court  to  any  man  as  the  hisio-  - 

riun  of  bis  administration,  but  on  Doctor  Bentley,  says  Cumberlar  j^^^ 
the  contrary  carried  himself  ico  would  readily  have  listened,  but  ‘ 
loftily  towards  men  of  talents,  for  always  recollect  that  he  w 
any  such  to  be  in  much  good  hu-  discussing  subjects  and  dLscoui  sI; 
hour  with  him.  Cicero  had  many  i  ^  language,  that  his  company  c* 
objects,  that  attracted  his  ambition,  not  understand  and  probably  coi. 
his  mind  was  stored  with  various  not  speak  :  he  accordingly  tf 

kinds  of  knowledge,  and  ai-dently  tbtir  task  on  himself,  and  kin  ' 

attached'to  various  studies  and  pur-  pasted  his  own  answer  to  ‘  ^ 

suits;  one  passion  only,  untainted  count  of  those,  who  had.no  ^nsAjj-^^^ 

by  self-interest,  unseduced  by  ulea-  , 


by  self-interest,  unseduced  by  plea- 
sure,  took  early  possession  of  Piit*s  Loi’d  Mansfield  (from  whoml^g  jy 
whole  heart,  and  only  left  it  in  the  have  digressed)  would  lend  his  Acm 
moment  when  it  ceased  to  beat,  most  condescendingly  to  his  coift^y  ] 
If  I  were  now  living  in  limes  as  pany,  and  cheer  the  least  attempifij^g^ 
uimultuous  as  those,  when  the  par-  humour  w  ith  the  prompt  paym  f 
tiz-ans  of  Antony  stuck  up  the  head  of  a  species  of  laugh,  whicii  cost 
of  Cicero  in  the  forjara,  1  might  be  muscles  do  exertion.. but  was  me 
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a  subscription,  that  lie  readily 
ihrew  in  towards  the  general  hilari- 
if  of  the  table.  He  would  take  his 
liare  in  the  small  talk  of  the  ladies 
v?ith  all  imaginable  affability  i  he 
was  in  fact,  like  most  men,  not  in 
^he  least  degree  displeased  at  being 
ncensed  by  their  fl  ittery.  He  was 
bio  great  starter  of  new  topics,  but 
prisily  led  into  anecdotes  of  past 
times  ;  these  he  detailed  with  plea¬ 
sure,  but  he  told  them  correctly 
rather  than  amusingly.  I  am  in- 
fliiied  to  think  he  did  not  covet  that 
Tmd  of  conversation,  which  gave 
iiim  any  pains  to  carry  on  :  his  pro- 
sional  labours  were  great,  and  it 


as  natural  tha%  he  should  resort  to 
jitciety  more  for  relaxation  and  rest 


[f  i'niind  than  for  any  thingthat  could 
him  upon  fre  di  exertions.  Even 
i ‘Incss,  so  long  as  it  w'as  accompa- 
with  placidity,  was  no  absolute 
ha\|^irecommendauon  of  the  com- 
of  his  private  hours;  it  was 
vhicl  cushion  to  his  understand- 

I  I  agree  with  the  general  remark, 
I'  |iat  he  had  ibe  art  of  modelling  his 
voice  to  the  room  or  space  in  which 
^  Se  was  ;  but  I  am  not  one  of  those, 
!tho  admired  its  tone  ;  it  was  of  a 
.  sharp  to  please  my  ear,  and 

’  ^^'Jteraed  more  tuned  to  argumenta- 
‘  Son  than  urbanity.  His  atuiuions, 
^  .  Whenever  he  was  pleased  to  bestow 
were  not  set  off  with  any  no- 
I  pe  air,  and  I  would  rather  call  them 
pvil  than  jiolite  ;  for  the  stamp  of 
kill  profession  was  upon  him,  and 
fcis  deportment  wanted  gracefulness 
‘arid  ease.  Pojie,  above  all  the  sons 
^^^  'bfsong,  was  his  Apollo  ;  but  I  sus¬ 
pect  he  had  no  real  attachment  to 
Muses,  and  was  merely  civil  to 
his  i  jfiem  in  return  for  the  compliments 
^  coi|hey  had  paid  to  him.  I  remember 
*mpt^hen  the  attack  was  made  upon 
lam  for  his  conduct  and  opinions  in 
cost  ific  Douglas  cause  ;  I  was  well  ac- 
i  mciju^Mited  with  Mr.  Andrew  Stuart, 


he  was  an  acute  and  able  man,  and 
I  had  the  opportunity  of  knowing 
how  glad  we  would  have  been  to 
have  drawn  Lord  Mansfield  into  the 
fair  field  of  controversy  ,  but  I  am 
persuaded  there  was  more  sound 
wisdom  in  his  Lordship’s  silence, 
j  than  there  could  have  been  sound 
reasoning  in  his  answer,  had  his 
I  spirit  led  him  to  accept  the  chal- 
,  lenge. 

I  I  have  mentioned  his  last  inter¬ 
view  with  l-iortl  S^ckville  in  the 
former  p^irt  of  these  Merooii’s.  It 
j  was  the  only  opiMU  tunity  I  had  of 
knowing  something  of  the  movc- 
j  ments  of  his  heart  :  1  caught  a 
glimpse,  as  it  were  through  a  crev¬ 
ice,  but  it  soon  shut  up,  and  the  ex¬ 
terior  remained,  as  before,  /c- 
rct  atQUf;  rotuiiduf. 


sonnet; 


By  Ann  Sevtard. 

Short  is  the  lime  the  oldest  being  lives* 
Nor  has  longevity  one  hour  to  waste  $ 
Life’s  duties  are  proportion’d  to  the 
haste 

With  which  it  fleets  away  each 
day  receives 

j  Its  task,  that  if  neglected,  surely  gives 
The  morrow  double  toil.— Ye,  who 
have  pass’d 

In  idle  sport  the  days  that  fled  so  fast. 
Days,  that  nor  Grief  recalls,  nor  care 
,  retrieves,  ^ 

■  At  length  be  wise,  and  think,  that  of 
j  the  part 

I  Rem.Vming  in  that  vital  period  given,* 

•  How  short  the  date,  and  at  the  pros¬ 
pect  start, 

Ere  to  the  extremest  verge  your  steps 
be  driv’n  ! 

Nor  let  a  momeiift -unimprov’d  depart* 
But  view  it  as  the  latett  trust  of  Heav¬ 


en 


BAS  CHARACTSRS. 

Learned  without  good  works,  old 
without  honour,  young  without  obedi¬ 
ence,  rich  witliout  charity  ;  a  bishop; 
without  care,  a  king  without  Lounty,  a 
poor  man  without  humility,  a  knight 
,  without  truth,  a  knave  without  remorse^ 
'and  a  people  without  laws. 


I 
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But  Madame  De  Sevigne  is  also 
uneasy  about  the  conse{|uences  of 
my  system,  says  Ninon  De  L’Kn- 
clos,  which  apprehension,  from  the 
high  opinion  1  have  of  her  under¬ 
standing,  I  am  surprised  at.  By 
disarming  Cupid  of  his  arrows  ;  by 
considering  love  as  an  effect  of  con¬ 
stitution,  vanity,  or  capiice  ;  by  dis¬ 
tinguishing  the  humble  passion  it¬ 
self  from  the  metaphysical  dignity 
of  it ;  have  I  not  tendered  it  infi¬ 
nitely  less  dangerous  to  ntankind 
than  it  would  be,  if,  according  to 
her  system,  we  should  constellate  it 
among  the  virtues  ? 

Let  us,  for  a  while,  then,  discuss  | 
the  point  of  gallantry,  with  that  j 
method  and  philosopliy,  which  j 
might  become  the  most  seiious 
topic. 

Is  not  love  a  passion  ?  Do  not 
your  severe  moralists  affirm,  that 
passions  and  vices  are  synonymous  ? 
Is  vi:c  ever  more  seducing  than 
when  it  assumes  the  character  of 
virtue  ?  It  ought  never,  therefore, 
be  suffered  to  appear,  but  under 
sucii  disadvantages  as  might  alarm 
the  chaste  mind.  This,  however, 
was  not  the  design  of  i!ic  Platonists, 
when  they  so  profanely  deified  it. 
And,  in  ail  ages,  have  they  not  en¬ 
deavoured  to  authorize  the  passions 
by  involving  them  in  the  pagun 
hierarchy  ?  Behold  !  I  step  forth  a 
reformer.  1  decry  the  \)opiilar  su¬ 
perstition.  Ibrti.kthe  vain  idol; 
but  confess  my  rashn-^ss  at  the  same 
time,  and  must  expect  a  female  per¬ 
secution  for  attacking  thus  their  fa¬ 
vourite  worship. 

I  own,  I  am  much  concerned  on 
this  account  myself.  Those  were 
rare  times,  truly,  when  women 
might  acknowledge  their  fond  im¬ 
pressions  without  a  blush  ;  nay, 
even  boast  their  passion,  and  shield 
their  weakness  under  the  strength 
ttf  the  deity.  But,  why  must  pure 


Fi 


humanity  be  superceded?  Wh; 
disclaim  its  power,  and  search  I- 
heaven  for  the  causes  of  our  foibles 
Let  us  abide  on  earth  :  we  shall  fii, 
their  dominion  entirely  below. 

In  reality,  I  have  not,  in  any  c 
my  letters,  expressly  declaim. Jtw 
against  love,  nor  advised  you  ; 
leave  it  out  of  your  scheme  of  lif 
I  know  too  well  the  futility  of  siu 
counsels.  But  I  have  let  you  in 
the  true  secret  of  the  matter  ;  L 
w  hich  1  have  lessened  the  illusi 
it  might  otherwise  have  led  youi:*^ 
to.  I  have,  at  least,  dinmiished  I 
influence  over  you*  and  every  da\ 
experience  will  support  my 
trines. 
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A  lady  being  ill,  though  appa 
cntly  not  dangerously  so,  had  f 
physicians  to  attend  her.  The  la 
died. 


Can  you  imagine,  Joe, 

So  sUght  a  fever,  a  mere  melancho 
111  five  snort  days  could  to  the  shail 
below 

Send  the  fair  Amaranthe,  in  all  L 
folly  ? 

Tut,  man,  I’m  sure  that  on  a  mind 
Like  ynurs,  acute,  refined, 

A  single  doubt  cannot  remain,  [vv 
That  she  of  heallb,  ’till  the  n  so  ju' 
Could  ne’er  accuse  the  Tates 
their  decisions. 

Did  you  but  know,  that  she,  intent. 
As  one  might  think,  to  quit  us,  ra>’ 
sent 

For  /cur  Pliyticians  ! 


A  general,  being  on  Ids  travc 


found  i  imself  indisposed,  and  v 
obliged  to  slop  at  a  little  village  to 
bled.  The  barber  of  the  village  n 
called  in  to  oflir.iate  ;  btit  Ids  appe 


anre  not  behig  vei  y  much  in  bis 


vour,  the  geiieral  ilrew  hc*::k  bis  ai 
just  as  the  lancet  was  on  the  point| 
entering.  **  Ah  !  w  hat  you  are  afr 
of  the  blood !”  said  the  barl>er.  “N  J 
returned  the  general,  “  it  is  the  h 
r/cr,  not  the  blood,  I  am  afraid  e 
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•POETRY, 


•TOR  THl  EMERALD. 

Tera  attempt*  at  burle*que  equal  the 
lowing  mock -lyric.  The  ^mp  of 
it  well  riiliculed  and  their  grandeur 
[^1  tome  lines  surpassed.  The  broadgrin  at 
v(f  gives  place  in  the  Hth  verse  to  the  smile 
i  f  taste,  while  the  allusion  to  Endynuon  in 
|(  ,0  ninth  is  purely  classical  and  will  be  felt 
h  i  full  force  by  the  lovers  of  ancient  lore. 
I'fiiC  art  of  sinking  is  made  tributary  to 
unifjur,  and  the  bard  discovers  felicity  in 
itlios.  The  whole  shows  the  writer  to 
f  adequate  to  the  beauty  and  neatness  cf 
hich  he  is  th:is  apt  in  the  satire.  While 
c  regeet  the  early  death  of  Mr.  S.  that 
.1$  perhaps  deprived  us  of  strains  in  g^d 
in’i-i't,  which  might  have  given  his  name 
local  habitation  in  the  pantheon  of  poets, 

I  attempt  not  to  scan 

“  The  secrets  of  the  skies.” 

ODE, 

*3Y  THE  LATE  MR.  UAVID  SAMWELL, 

\ritten  on  a  Cruize,  in  about  63  Degrees 
North  Latitude,  December, 

1794. 

tN  Norway’s  bleak  and  rugj^ed  shore, 

1  concert  with  old  Ocean’s  roar, 

I  strive  to  w.ake  the  lyre  ; 

JlUI»o*  these  dark,  inclement  skies, 
irbid  the  frozen  Bard  to  rise 
And  catch  celestial  fire. 

■lion  gl<H)my  Oeniiis  of  the  North, 
j,  t  all  thy  shaggy  hears  come  forth, 
k  From  o»it  their  drear  aIxmIc  ; 
r^'ind  let  thy  wolves,  at  midnight’s  noon, 
*  f'lrix  ar  to  iiowl  yon  rising  moon, 

I  lint  listen  to  n)y  Ode. 

|r(»nnd  the  Scald,  who  rudely  sings, 
riu*  half-year’s  night  her  mantle  tling«, 
travcpyvnd  wraps  him  in  tlie  dark, 
ind  vlhe  Sun  is  gone  his  southern  route, 
gt‘  Purser’s  candles  are  burnt  out, 
a"C  wgJi'Xtinjruish’d  to  a  spark. 

j.ppc  i  *'*de  thus  forsaken  by  the  Sun, 
n  Ills  I  ^  cruise  for  Frenchmen,  or  for  fun, 

.  .  */  ^And  dunce  the  hays  together  j 

8jK)rt  of  waters  and  the  wind, 

>  Sansculottes  or  fun  we  find, 
hut  winter  and  rough  wcatlior. 

;•  l\uj:s,  in  L.apland  caves  wlm  dwell, 
the  ^4'“'  boast,  propitious  gale  s  to  sell 
raid  r  *iTo  s;dlois  for  tlicir  riches, 
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Send  us  awind  for  England  fit. 

We’ll  give  you  drafts  on  Billy  Pitt, 

Ye  sacrilegious  b  ^^s.  . 

We’ll  give,  besides,  the  murd’rer’s  fat> 
And  finger  of  birth-strangled  brat. 
Untimely  doom’d  to  die. 

But  if  with  more  regard  we  view 
The  liver  of  blaspheming  Jew, 
Duke’s-Place  shall  that  supply. 

O  grant  us,  then,  to  leave  this  coast. 
Where  we  have  long  been  tempest-tost. 
Depriv’d  of  cheeKul  day  ! 

The  gallant  8.ailor’s  sspirits  flag. 

And  not  a  foul,  infernal  hag. 

Will  speed  him  on  his  way. 

Then  hail.  New  Moon! the  poet’s  friend* 
Our  wearied  hopes  must  all  depend 
On  thy  renascent  light. 

O  calm  the  ocean  and  the  air. 

Convert  this  adverse  wind  to  fair. 

And  gild  our  Polar  night. 

So  may  Endymion  faitlifu]  prove. 

On  Latmos,  an<l  return  thy  love. 

Soft  regent  of  the  main. 

And  long  unrival’d  mav’st  thou  keep  - 
The  sovereign  empire  of  the  deep, 

And  ev’ry  poet’s  brain. 

For  me,  of  Cambrian  lineage  sprung. 
Soon  as  I  saw  thy  bow  new  strung, 

1  blest  the  liglit  divine  ; 

And  the  first  olF’ring  that  I  bear. 
Confesses  thy  maternal  care — 

This  Moon-struck  Ode  of  mine. 

And  lo  !  obedient  to  thy  will, 

Fair  winds  our  swelling  canvas  fill ! 

Of  wliich  the  sailor  brags. 

Divining,  as  he  quafi’s  liis  grog. 

These  breezes,  unproplietic  dog  !• 
W'ere  sent  by  Lapland  bags. 

But  thy  auspicious  aid  alone, 
ebaste  Dian,  shall  thy  vot’ry  own. 
Who,  like  a  seer, espies 
(While  seamen’s  vision,  overcast. 

Can  soar  no  higher  than  the  mast) 
The  secrets  of  the  skies. 


FPIGRAM 

Upon  a  person  of  remarkable  taciturnity. 

Exceptions  lie  to  every  rule  ; 

But  here  conflicting  d  mbls  arise  ) 
If  thou  art  wise,  thou’rt  much  afocf ; 
But  if  a  fool,  thou’rt  \V  jndrous  w  ise. 
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THE  EMERALD 


'ome  annonymous  Bard  has^  apostro¬ 
phised,  Montgomery  in  stanzas' of  no 
Kommon  merit.  We  hope  **  the  win¬ 
der  in  his  soul,”  the  patrona^  pro¬ 
duced  by  his  poems,  lately  published, 
^  HI  at  lengtii  “  shine  away”  and  that 
already  “  has  the  Snow  Drop  blos¬ 
somed  there.” 

TO  MR.  JAMES  MONTOOMERT, 

On  hU  PoenUf  lately  published* 


One  while  he  counts  of  heav’n,  aso 
treasure  : 

But  then  a  thought  creeps  in. 
And  calls  him*  CO  ward,  who  for  fear  o 

sin. 

Will  lose  a  pleasure. 

Now  he  will  fight  it  out, and  to  the  nrars, 
Now  eat  his  bread  in  peace. 

And  snudge  in  quiet' ;  now  he  scori! 
increase  ; 

Now  idl  day  spares 


Is  there  a  *  winter  in  thy  soul,* 

That  Genius  cannot  shine  away  ? 

Does  datic  Despair  that  heart  control. 
Which  pants  for  Glory’s  radiant  day? 

Have  past  afflictions  left  the  trace 
Of  Sorrow,  graved  in  lines  so  deep. 

That  Memory,  hopeless  to  efface 
The  piteous  forms,  looks  on  to  weep  ? 

Then  think  that  o*er  tl»y  glowing  page, 
Where  Fancy’s  hues  with  feeling 
blend. 

Enthusiast  Youth,  and  temperate  Age 
lu  sympathetic  rapture  bend. 

Think  that  tlie  musick  of  thy  strains 
Attuned  to  Freedom’s  manly  lyre, 

Runs  kindling  thro*  the  patriot’s  veins 
And  lights  his  glimmering  eyes  with 
fire. 

Think,  on  some  day  of  wild  alarm, 
When  Albion’s  cliffs  descry  the  foe. 

Thy  voice  may  neri'e  the  youthful  arm 
That  lays  the  fierce  invader  low. 


He  builds  a  house,  which  quickly  dowfl 
must  go,  ■ 

As  if  a  whirlurind  blew  I 

And  crush’d  tlie  building ;  and 

partly  true,  I 

His  mind  is  so.  I 


O  what  a  sight  were  man,  if  his  attirA 
Did  alter  wnth  his  mind  !  | 

And  like  a  dolphin’s  skin,  his  clolkl 
combin’d  I 

With  his  desires  !  I 


Surely,  if  each  one  saw  another’s  hear* 
There  w’ould  be  no  commerce. 
No  sale  or  bargain  pass :  all  would  dls 
perse. 

And  live  apart. 

Lord,  mend,  or  rather  make  us  ;  on 
creation 

Will  not  suffice  our  turn  : 
Elxoeptthou  make  us  daily,  we  shk 
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And  see  thy  country  fVeed,  at  length. 
From  zealous  (bars  that  haunt  the 
slave. 

And  ta\ight  to  call  forth  all  her  strength. 
The  hands  and  hearts  of  all  the  brave. 

No  more  the  freeborn  spirit  binds. 

But,  inly  touched,  delights  tr>  see 
Her  cause  the  cause  of  noblest  minds. 
Her  friends  the  friends  of  Liberty. 


The  Sacred  Poems  of  Rev.  George 
Heebee  r  have  merit,  though  at  the 
present  day  they  app>ear  to  have  gath¬ 
ered  rust  from  age.  The  last  verse 
is  marked  by  very  strong  hyperbole. 

GIDDINESS. 

Oh  what  a  thing  it  man  ;  how*  far 
from  power. 

From  settled  peace  and  rest  ’ 

He  is  some  twenty  sev*ral»mea  at  last 
.  .  Eack*  »ev’ralthoui‘. 


Far  the  Emerald. 
Lines. 


On  hearing  a  Lady,  a  short  time  si»n 
at  G  — — r,  playing  on  a  Piano  accoH 


panted  by  her  voice. 


Such  sounds  flow’d  from  Appollo| 
lyre. 

While  teaching  Shepherds  in  tlie  wooA 
Sounds  ;  that  miglit  e’en  a  God  inspii|is 
Entice  a  Venus  from  the  flood. 


And  could  that  cruel  heart  of  thine, 
Which  braves  each  dart  that  Cupifinc 
sends, 

Be  soften’d  by  tbe  sacred  nine 
Who  knows  ^riiat  fortime  time  attend^ 

Lorenzo 
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